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God Is Love 


Go IS LOVE, and love is God. God is the 
only love there is in all the world; He 
is the love that is in your heart right this min- 
ute; He is the love that is in Mother’s heart 
and Father’s, in the heart of your sisters and 
brothers; He is the love that is in the heart 
of every man, woman, and child in all the 
earth, whether he lives in the happiest, freest, 
most beautiful land in the world or in the 
unhappiest. 

Love is God. Wherever you see love being 
shown toward someone, you see the spirit 
of God showing His love through that per- 
son. When you see Mother pick the baby up 
and love him, you see God as love. 

Do you know why there are dark, un- 
happy places in the world? Unhappiness 
comes because there is not enough love in 
the world. The spirit of love brings joy and 
gladness. Those who love one another are 
kind and helpful toward all people. When 
something especially good comes to you, your 
first thought is to share it with someone. 
You usually hurry home to share it with 
Mother, don’t you. Why? Because you love 
her and she loves you. 

Do you know that you are like a little 
radio sending station? Every time your heart 
is filled with love, you send out waves of 
love that go all over the world. Sending out 
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thoughts of love is just like dropping a peb- 
ble in the ocean, the waves go on and on 
and on. The people in faraway places may 
not know that you sent a thought of love, 
but they feel it. 

You may think your love is not strong 
enough to go far, but let me tell you a story. 
Long ago there came a time when there was 
much unhappiness in the world. Many peo- 
ple were poor and downtrodden and hungry 
because there was not enough love in the 
world. God saw their trouble and He knew 
that the only way to help them was to give 
them more of His love, so He sent His only 
Son, Jesus Christ, to live on earth. The Son 
came just as you did, as a little baby, and 
His mother named him Jesus. Jesus loved 
His father and mother and all those around 
Him. His every thought throughout His 
whole life was to be loving and kind, and 
He sent out so much love from His heart, 
which was His sending station, that His love 
is still being felt in the world after almost 
two thousand years. Jesus Christ not only 
sent out His own loving thoughts, but He 
taught you and me that God is love. 
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By Electa Painter 


i ece UPON a time there was a little boy 
—well, not such a little boy—named Timmy 
Tibe, and it was Christmas time. 

Timmy sat at his own little desk in his 
own little room. With one hand he held a 
funny stubby little pencil, and with the 
other hand he pushed up his funny stubby 
little nose. 

You see, he was trying to think! He was 
trying to think what he should write on the 
sheet of paper spread out on his little desk. 

Timmy quit pushing his nose and began 
twisting his hair—his curly, twirly, shiny 
hair. At last he began to write, and he wrote 
and wrote and wrote! Then he folded up the 
paper and put it in an envelope and ad- 
dressed it to Mr. Santa Claus. 

Mr. Santa Claus had just entered the 
spacious, sparkling hall of his shiny, silvery 
castle, and had just hung up his fur-trimmed 
ted cap when Mrs. Santa Claus came in 
with a huge package of letters. When Santa 
had seated himself in his favorite comfy 
tocking chair before the cozy, warm fire, 
Mrs. Santa Claus gave him the letters. Then 
she sat down close beside him with her 
knitting basket on her lap. She was knitting 
Santa Claus a pair of blue socks. Now, I 
know that this will be a great surprise to 
you, but Santa always wears blue socks! 

Santa read and read, and Mrs. Santa 
smiled to herself as he smiled and nodded 
and chuckled over the letters. He was very 
eager to know what the little boys and girls 
wanted most for Christmas. The time until 
Christmas Eve was getting short, and Santa 
just naturally had to know! 
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Mrs. Santa Claus was just sort of dozing 
over her knitting when she was suddenly 
startled to see Santa Claus jump up with a 
snort. With a loud thump, he threw the 
letters on the table! Then he began to stride 
up and down, up and down, in the shining, 
shimmering room, paying no attention to ~ 
where he went, kicking up the silvery, silken 
rugs. His arms were going up and down. 
His knees were going up and down. His 
head was thrown back until his chin stuck 
out, and his beard stuck up at right angles 
to his chin, like a bantam rooster’s tail! Mrs. 
Santa thought he looked like one of the 
mechanical men that the elves in Santa’s 
workshop make. 

“Whatever is the matter, Pa?” (Mrs. 
Santa always called Santa Claus “Pa.”’) 
“Whatever is the matter?” 


“Matter?” cried Santa. “Matter enough! 
Here is a letter from a boy named 
Santa looked at the letter again. “Ah, here 
it is—Timmy! Timmy Tibe! And what do 
you think he wants, Mrs. Santa Claus? What 
do you think he wants? All he wants is a 
drum, a whistle, a train, a knife—no—a 
half-dozen knives, a ship, a pair of skates, 
some kites, some scissors; some crayons, 
some boots, some books—and listen to this, 
Mrs. Santa Claus—some dolls! Imagine, 
dolls! Do you suppose that he thinks that he 
is the only boy in the world? And that isn’t 
all! He wants a bicycle, a truck, a firewagon 


“Now, don’t get so excited, Pa! But it 
does seem a little strange for one little boy 
to ask for so much.” Mrs. Santa Claus 


knitted so fast that her knitting needles 
played a little tune as they clicked and 
clacked so briskly, flashing in the firelight. 
Then Mrs. Santa Claus stopped knitting and 
thoughtfully chewed at the end of her knit- 
ting needle. 

“It does seem a little strange,” she said. 

“A little strange?” said Santa. “I think 
it is very strange. And after all, I have al- 
ways been careful to satisfy all the boys and 
girls——” 

“That’s why it is so strange,” said Mrs. 
Santa Claus. “Don’t you see, Pa? This needs 
looking into.” 

“T should say it does need looking into!” 
cried Santa. “Of all the unselfish—I mean 
selfish—letters! As if there were only one 
boy in the world! I can’t get over it, Mrs. 
Santa Claus! I can’t get over it!” 

Santa’s anger had turned to sadness. His 
chin came down, and his whiskers that 
looked like a bantam’s tail smoothed down 
somewhat, and his keen, blue, twinkly eyes 
looked down now in a puzzled, questioning 
manner. 

Mrs. Santa watched poor Santa walking 
up and down with that sorrowful look on 
his face, and she was quite touched. 

At last she said, “I think you should find 
out about this for yourself. Why don’t you 
slip down there near Timmy's home and 
peep around again? You must have missed 
a corner of the world last summer when you 
were scouting. Why don’t you hitch the 
reindeer to the sleigh and make yourself 
nearly invisible and go down and see how 
this thing can be?” 

Santa Claus paused by the fireplace, and 
he seemed to be thinking deeply. 

At last he said, “It’s too near Christmas! 
I could never make the trip in time with 
that heavy sleigh!” 

Then he sat down again in his nice comfy 


rocking chair with his head in his hand 
Mrs. Santa looked sorrowfully at him, bh 
she was not one to give up so easily. Sh q 
chewed harder on her knitting needle ar 
thought and thought. 
At last she thought of something. 
“Pa, why don’t you just ride down ther ( 
on one of the reindeer? You can make your 
self and the reindeer look so small that yo 
would look like a tiny red bug on a tin 
brown leaf to anyone who might chance ty 
see you flying along!” "er 
Santa sat up straight and pushed bad 
his shining long white hair. ~ 
“Mrs. Santa Claus!” he cried. 
Santa Claus, you are the smartest, the clever. 
est! That’s a capital idea! A capital ides ( 
Which one shall I ride? Comet? Prancer 
“Ride Blitzen,” said Mrs. Santa Claus, 
picking up her knitting again. “Blitzen gos | KN 
like lightning, you know.” 
“That's right!’ said Santa. “I'll ride 
Blitzen.” 
Now if Timmy Tibe and his sweet mother 
and his nice daddy had seen Santa coming 
whizzing through the air, they would have§prily to 
thought only that it was a twisty, misty little§ wonder 
brown leaf in the wind. And if they hadi must hz 
noticed him on the dining room window sill,f Mary 
they would have thought only that it was af picked 
tiny red bug. But Santa was all ears and§How ci 
eyes, I can tell you! I haver 
Presently he saw Timmy Tibe’s sweet] “The 
mother come in and set the supper on the #idosely 
table. And soon, in came Timmy! “Yes 
“Oh, Mother,” he shouted, “chocolate: little 
cake! Oh, may I take a piece to Joe?” Then fell on 
he added softly, “He can’t walk. And af! misse 
piece to Sue? She can’t see. And a piece§ “I < 


"You 
“And what will your daddy say when he less yo 
(Please turn to page 36) don’t d 
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| KNOW I am going to get what I want 
most of all for Christmas!” Mary told her 
rideBrother, as they played jacks before the 
cackling fire in the fireplace. 
“How do you know?” Harry's head 
mingBsnapped around. He had been looking hun- 
havelisrily toward the kitchen for he could smell 
little§ wonderful, spicy, pumpkin-pie smells. “You 
hadi must have been peeking!” 
v sill] Mary tossed the little red ball high and 
was af picked up six jacks at once. “Harry Spencer! 
} and iHow could you say such a thing! Of course, 
Ihaven’t been peeking!” 
sweet’ “Then you don’t know!” Harry watched 
n theficlosely to be sure Mary didn’t touch. 
“Yes, I do so know!’ Mary’s hand shook 
‘olate 2 little as she swept up seven jacks, and one 
Then §fell on the floor with a tick. “There now, 
nd a§! missed, you got me so excited!” 
piece “I don’t care!” Harry said resentfully. 
‘You can’t know what you are getting un- 
on he less you peeked. And if you did peek, you 
don’t deserve your gifts!” 
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By Marilee Beitler 


“Don’t you worry how I know. I just do! 
Here, it’s your turn. See if you can get 
through your fours this time.” 

There was a puzzled frown on Harry’s 
face as he took the ball and jacks from Mary. 
How could she know he had saved and 
saved so he could buy her that bride doll 
she wanted so badly? More than anything 
else this Christmas he had looked forward 
to seeing the surprised look on her face 
when she unwrapped the doll! He could see 
it now, with its soft, shiny satin dress, and 
its curls of golden hair. 

Harry could think of nothing else. Even 
if he should get the basketball he had 
wanted for so long, Christmas would be 
spoiled if Mary was not surprised with the 
doll. 

“There, now, you've missed on your fours 
again!’’ Mary scolded. 

“I don’t want to play jacks anymore, 
Mary.”” Harry handed the ball and jacks to 
his sister and wandered away toward his 
room and the closet that held the gaily- 
wrapped packages all ready for tomorrow. 

Should he look now to see if the packages 
had been moved? No, he decided. He had 
better wait until tonight after Mary was in 
bed. No use taking a chance on her walking 
in and seeing—if she hadn’t already! 

That night after he had said his prayers, 
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he tiptoed to the closet and opened the door. 
Pushing aside the newspapers that covered 
the gifts he had wrapped for Mother and 
Dad and Mary, he carefully picked up the 
box that held the doll. It did not look as if 
it had been disturbed. The bow was still 
tied—and Mary had an awful time tying 
neat bows; hers were usually loose and lop- 
sided. This bow looked tight and neat, just 
as Harry had left it. 

He slipped out to put his gifts under the 
tree when he had an idea. He would not 
put that box out at all! In the morning, he 
would watch Mary. If she began looking 
for the box, then he would know she knew 
what was in it! 

Next morning, after they had listened to 
Mother read the Christmas story and had 
sung “One Glad Christmas Morning,” it 
was time for everyone to open his gifts. 

Mary exclaimed delightedly over the red 
purse and hat Mother and Daddy gave her. 
She said she loved her new shoes and dress, 
and the pretty coloring books from their 
aunts and uncles. 

Harry watched her closely, thinking that 
at any minute she would begin to wonder 
why he had not given her anything. But 
Mary was watching him, a smile of joyous 
anticipation on her face. 

He unwrapped the belt and billfold from 


Mother and Dad. They were real leather, 
and the billfold was just like Dad’s. He 
hugged his parents and told them how much 
he liked the presents. There were animal 
stories and model kits from the aunts and 
uncles. He liked everything, but still he was 
troubled. 

Mary had not yet shown a single sign of 
disappointment. As a matter of fact, she 
seemed more interested in his gifts than she 
was in her own. 

Harry began to unwrap the last package 
marked for him. It was too small to bea 
basketball he. thought ruefully. Oh, well, 
basketballs were expensive. Mayne he had 


hoped for too much. 

Suddenly, there it was! Folded flat in the 
box, with a little pump and needle for in 
flating, was the most beautiful basketball! 
Harry whooped for joy! For the moment, 
he forgot about the doll in the closet. Then 
his eyes fell on the card inside the box! 

“To Harry from Mary, with love!” the 
card said. 

“Mary! You! How did you get me such 
an expensive gift?” 

Mary laughed happily. “I told you I knew 
I would get what I wanted most for Christ 
mas!” she shouted. “I did special things for 
Mother, and saved my allowance, too. Oh, 
I knew how much you would like it, and 


THE PRAYER OF FAITH 


God is my help in every 
need; 

God does my every hunger 
feed; 

God dwells within me, 
guides my way 

Through every moment, 
night and day. 


(Adapted) 


I now am wise, I now am 
true, 

Patient, kind, and loving, 
too. 

All gl I am, can do, and 

e, 

Through Christ, the Truth 

that is in me. 


God is my health, I can’t be 
sick; 

God is my strength, unfail- 
ing, quick; 

God is my all, I know no 
fear, 

Since God and love and 
Truth are here. 

—Hannah More Kohaus. 
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that’s just why I had to get it for you!” 

“You mean—you really mean that what 
you wanted most for Christmas was to give 
me what I wanted most?’ Harry looked 
lovingly at his little sister. “And what I 
wanted most was to surprise you, too. My 
Christmas was nearly spoiled because I 
thought you knew what your surprise was 
to be. Wait here. I'll be right back!” 

Mary’s face was a perfect picture of sur- 
prise and delight when she opened Harry’s 
package and took out the beautiful bride 
doll. Two tears rolled down her cheeks; she 
was so happy. 

Harry put his arm hesitantly around his 
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/ WATER sow, 


Harry whooped for joy! 


sister. “Mary, thank you for the ball, and 
will you forgive me for being so suspicious 
and so selfish?” 

“Selfish? Oh, Harry! This doll is the most 
wonderful gift you could have given me. 
How can you say that you were selfish?” 

“I was selfish because I decided that if 
you had peeked I just wouldn’t give you the 
doll! But you were surprised, and so was I, 
and Mary——” 

“Yes, Harry?”’ Mary hugged her doll close 
to her. 

“TI want you to know that I would have 
given you the doll anyway, even if you had 
peeked! And I'm sorry I was suspicious.” 


ather, | 
s. He 
much 
nimal > 
and ( | Ta 
| | =, = 
ox! j => st: By 
new 
christ- 
gs for 
Oh, 
, and 
n’t be 
n fail- 
yw no 
and 
us. 
9 


What the Story Told Before 


Mr. and Mrs. Blair, Cathy, and Dave, 
left their new home in the city to live in 
the old two-story home left them by Grand- 
mother Blair at Grove Corners. Mr. Blair 
took part-time work in the small town un- 
til he could regain his health. All the family 
agreed to be happy and find something good 
in the change. 

Dave gave up his football team and Cathy 
her special friends, but they would find new 
friends and perhaps be able to find or solve 
the mystery of the Red Box that Grand- 
mother had mentioned in her will. 4 

They soon learned from the neighborhood 
children that Grove Corners thought Grand- 
mother Blair’s house was haunted. 

Days went by. Then all of a sudden in 
the middle of the night Cathy and Dave 
heard a strange but very definite rustle, 
rustle—thump! 

After school the next day the whole fam- 
ily searched the attic, but Cathy and Dave 
found nothing that would make’ the rustle- 
rustle-thumping noise. But Cathy did find 
a little brass key that Father said was the key 
to a missing red box that Grandmother had 
willed to Cathy and Dave. 


Part Four 


F.. A MOMENT they all stared at the little 


brass key, almost as though they expected it _ 


to say something. 
“If the key’s here,” Dave exclaimed fi- 
nally, “the box must be here, too. Maybe it’s 


10 


By Jane Lyon 
Copyright 1961 by Jane Truax 


in the playhouse, since the key was in the 
dishes!” 

“I don’t think so,” Cathy said doubtfully. 
“I think I'd have seen it.” 

“And I don’t think Grandmother would 
have left it out-of-doors,” said Mother. ‘““You 
know, it was covered with leather; and the 
dampness outside would have spoiled it.” 

“Anyway, we can look,” Dave said. 

“First,” said Daddy, “‘let’s get these things 
downstairs. At least we know now that the 
box isn’t up here.” . 

Dave helped Daddy carry the boxes down, 
and then Cathy and Dave ran out to search 
the playhouse thoroughly. There was no red 
box there and no place where it could be 
hidden. 

“No red box and no spook!” Dave said. 
“We're having poor hunting.” 

“But we've got the key, your rabbits, my 
kitten, and all the things from the attic, 
we've had good finding,” Cathy said. 

“That’s right,” Dave laughed. “And, 
speaking of rabbits, I’ve got to fix a place 
right now for them to stay in tonight.” 

“And I have to feed Calico.” 

Fortunately, there were no noises that 
night. Cathy and Dave decided in the morn- 
ing that their visit to the attic must have 
scared off the spook. 

Ellen and Tommy came over early, and 
Cathy and Ellen began cleaning the play- 
house, while Dave and Tommy whistled 
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and hammered on the rabbit hutch. Cathy 
scrubbed the playhouse floor, while Ellen 
washed the woodwork and the two little 
windows. They scrubbed out the cupboard 
and lined it with clean white shelf paper. 

Next, the girls went in the house and un- 
packed all the pretty pink-and-gold dishes 
and the little pots and pans. They washed 
and dried them all, so they would be clean. 
Mother was hanging the new kitchen cur- 
tains she had made. They were white with 
rows of green-and-yellow rickrack across 
the bottom to match the kitchen. “Do you 
‘H girls like the new curtains?” she asked. 

“Oh, yes,” Cathy and Ellen said together. 
“They're pretty!” 

“I’m glad you think so,” Mother said, her 
eyes twinkling, “because I made some for 
the playhouse, too. Look on the sewing ma- 
chine.” 

The girls ran to get the curtains. They 


Dave reached back underneath 
the floor and drew something out 
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were just like Mother's big ones, except 
that the rickrack was pink-and-gold. There 
was a tablecloth, too, just the right size for 
the little table. It was snowy white, with 
more pink-and-gold rickrack around the 
border. 

Cathy hugged her mother. ““Thank you so 
much. Why don’t you come out and see 
how things look?” 

“I will,” Mother agreed, ‘just as soon 
as I finish hanging the curtains.” 

When Mother came out to see, she said 
she could hardly recognize the old play- 
house. It was so new looking! It was clean 
as a pin, and all the familiar things were in 
their places—the little table and chairs, the 
old-fashioned toy cookstove, the pretty 
dishes. The tablecloth was on the table, and 
Dave and Tommy had helped hang the cur- 
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tains. The boys had also promised to paint 
the walls pink with some paint they had 
found in the coal shed. 

“Wasn't this a perfect day,” Cathy said 
happily as she and Dave climbed the stairs 
to bed that night. “I think I like living here 
even better than living in the city, and I 
like this old house just as well as I liked 
our new one. It’s different, but it’s nice.” 

“The school’s like that, too—different, 
but nice. Everyone is so friendly!” said Dave. 

“We thought we were going to have to 
act like we enjoyed living here, for Daddy’s 
sake,” said Cathy, “but we don’t have to act 
a bit, do we? We really do like it.” 


“Sure. Dad would say we are happy beffying t 
cause we set out to be happy. You’ve heard§ bounce 
him say that.” ered sc 

Cathy nodded. “Dot 

“The only thing I wish,” Dave went onfyou wa 
“is that that spook would come back so wef “N-t 
could track him down.” “The 

“Oh, Dave, don’t say that,” Cathy We're 
“I hope he never comes back—but I do wish{Mr. Sp 
we could find the red box.” Cath 

“Well, we have lots of time to look.” 

“And at least we can open it when we findj. “Sur 
it. I've got the key, safe on my dresser,’[pot th 
Cathy answered. 

As she entered her room, Cathy felt some} Cath 
thing rub against her ankles with a plaintive] mit it. 
“miaow.” right,” 

“Why, Calico,” she said, picking up the he \ 
kitten and shaking it just a little, “what aref mentio 
you doing up here? You're supposed to bef compar 
in your bed down in the kitchen. You canf «Ke, 
stay a minute and then you've got to go back.” 

Cathy was cuddling Calico, not thinking They 
a bit about spooks, when the noise suddenly§ij.,. 
came again. First she heard the sinister 
scuffing noise overhead, and then the terti- 


“It’s from President Lincoln!” “It’s 
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fying thump that sounded so close. Cathy 
bounced back out into the hall with a smoth- 
ered scream. Dave was already there. 
“Don’t squeak like that!” he said. “Do 
you want Mother and Dad to hear?” 
“N-no, but what was it?” 

“That’s what we're going to find out. 


|We're going right up to the attic and catch 


Mr. Spook while he’s doing his act!” 

Cathy’s eyes got round. “Oh, Dave! We 
can’t go up there at night.” 

“Sure we can. There’s a light, and I’ve 
got the flashlight, too. You aren’t scared, 
are you?” 

Cathy was, but she was not going to ad- 
mit it when Dave was being so brave. “All 
tight,” she said, “‘let’s go. I'll take Calico, 
so he won't get into mischief.” She did not 
mention the fact that he would also be 
company. 

“Keep quiet now,” Dave said. “Don't 
him off.” 


‘They tiptoed up the stair and opened the. 


door. First, Dave shone the flashlight all 
aound and then, when they saw nothing, he 


“Jturned on the light. It was not quite so 


sary with the light on, and Calico did not 
seem scared at all. Calico wriggled so much 
that Cathy put him down and followed 
Dave to the far side of the attic. 

“Look, Cathy,” he said, ‘there are marks 
in the dust here, but they aren’t plain enough 
to tell what made them. Maybe mice.” 

“But mice couldn’t make those awful 
thumping noises,” Cathy said, “unless they 


had on elephant galoshes!” 

Dave grinned. “That's right, but look at 
Calico. He looks like he smells a mouse.” 

The kitten was absorbed in something on 
the floor. As they came over, he looked up 
and said “Miaow,” as though announcing 
his discovery. 

“It’s just a knothole in the floor,” Dave 
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said, kneeling down to look. 

“But Calico thinks there’s something in 
it,” Cathy said. “Look how he reaches in 
with his paw.” 

“He's just playing,” Dave laughed, “but 
there is air coming up through this hole.” 
He looked at the floor carefully. “Hey, the 
nails are loose in this floor board!” 

“They're loose in this one, too,’ Cathy 
said. 

Dave put his finger in the knothole and 
pulled up. Four of the attic floor boards 
came right up together leaving a hole in the 
attic floor! 

“They're fastened together on the bottom 
—like a door!” Cathy said, as Dave laid 
the boards to one side. 

“Yes, and we've found our spook,” said 
Dave triumphantly. “Calico smelled squir- 
rels! They’ve stored their nuts under this 
floor. When they move around under here 
some of the nuts stay up here under the 
floor, but some fall down inside the wall 


between your room and mine. That’s what 


made those thumps.” 

But Cathy was thinking of something else 
besides the spook. “Dave,” she breathed, 
“that’s a sort of secret compartment, isn’t 
it?” 

“You're right,” Dave said excitedly. He 
got down and looked under the floor. 
“There’s something in there, too,” he said. 
“I can see it.” He reached back underneath 
the floor and drew something out, making 
more nuts thud down between the walls. 
The object was square and covered layers 
deep with dust. Dave took his handkerchief 
and wiped it off. In the beam of the flash- 
light it showed scarlet, with gleaming brass 
hinges and lock. It was the red box! 

Stopping only to put the floor boards back 
and to get the key from Cathy’s room, they 

(Please turn to page 29) 
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BY LAWRENT LEE 
Copyright 1961 by Erma and Vera Waltner 


Tas SLOAN house was gay with holly and 
mistletoe and evergreen and great bows of 
red and green ribbon. A Christmas tree 
glowed in the corner opposite the fireplace, 
and from the kitchen came tantalizing odors 
of pies and spiced cookies, of candies and 
cakes. 

All morning Coralee sang as she helped 
her aunt measure and stir and beat, and 
she sampled each Christmas goody when it 
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was done. But after lunch, while she washed 
the dishes, her thoughts returned to some 
thing that had troubled her ever since 
Charley Brewer's cousin Aimée came to live 
with the Brewers. Last week, Charley had 
arrived at school with Aimée trailing him 
like a lost kitten hunting a friend or a place 
to hide. The sight of the frightened little 
girl in her soiled blue dress, with her tangle 


of yellow hair blowing in the wind, hurt §Mts. Sic 


Coralee. As Christmas came closer, it was 
hard to get Aimée out of her mind. 
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“Auntie,” she said, looking up from the 
th of dishwater, “I wish I knew some 
ay to help Aimée.” 

“Who is Aimée?” her aunt asked. 
Coralee told her. “She’s pathetic. At re- 
she stands in a corner and never says a 
ord. I’ve asked her to play with us, but 
e shakes her head and looks frightened. 
class, when she recites, she blushes and 
tters. She’s so miserable that just looking 
her makes me miserable, too.” 


“You say she’s an orphan, and the 
ers are her only relatives, and Charley 
n’t seem to want her around?” 
Coralee nodded. thinks Charley's 
ed of her.” 

Mrs. Sloan said thoughtfully, “I suppose 
i's hard for the Brewers to share. They 
ve very little themselves.” 

Coralee looked at her aunt quickly. “It’s 


tangle 

, hurt §Mrs. Sloan told them the 

it was @*0ry of the Christmas tree 
00 one wanted 


lisdom 
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not just because they're poor, Auntie, and 
not just because she’s an orphan. I’m an 
orphan, too, and you and Uncle aren’t rich. 
But I’ve never felt unwanted, even when 
you have to do without things so you can 
take care of me. It’s something else.” 

“Yes, it must be.” Mrs. Sloan came close 
and put her arm around Coralee. “We want 
you with us always, Coralee. You've made 
a place for yourself in our hearts. We can’t 
be a whole family without you.” 

Coralee lay her head on her aunt’s 
shoulder. 

“Thank you,” she whispered. “You and 
Uncle and Red and Anne are in my heart, 
too. But poor Aimée! I've tried hard, but I 
can’t find a way to help her.” 

Mrs. Sloan stroked Coralee’s hair gently. 
At last she said, “When Anne’s ready for 
her nap, I’m going to tell her a story about 
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a Christmas tree. Perhaps you'd like to lis- 
ten. It might help you with Aimée.” 

Coralee hurried with her work. She en- 
joyed her aunt’s stories, but she could not 
guess how a story could help solve Aimée’s 
problem. 

Half an hour later, with Coralee sitting 
on a stool beside her and small Anne curled 
up in her lap, Mrs. Sloan told them the 
story of the Christmas tree that no one 
wanted. This is the story: 

Danny Mitchell was ten years old the 
Christmas he helped his neighbor sell trees 
on a lot near his home. He was glad to do it 
because his father’s work had closed down 
and the money Danny earned was needed by 
his family. Besides, Danny liked to touch 
and smell and look at the trees. They were 
so beautiful, and each one seemed to tell 
him the wonderful story of the Christ child. 
Then, too, the neighbor had said that Danny 
could have his pick of the trees that were 
left when business ended on Christmas Eve. 

Getting a tree meant a great deal to 
Danny, because this year his parents could 
not spare the money to buy one. Danny’s 
younger brother Alec wanted a tree more 
than anything else. Without one, Christmas 
would not seem like Christmas to him. 

Each day as Danny cleaned the lot, pick- 
ing up the branches and twigs that were 
broken from the bigger trees, he whistled. 
But on Christmas Eve the stock of trees be- 
gan to dwindle fast as crowds of late shop- 
pers came hustling in. There were so many 
customers that they filled the lot, and Danny 
had to stop clearing away the fallen branches 
and help sell. He was too busy to whistle, 
and after a little while he did not want to. 
He was afraid that there would be no trees 
left when his brother came to help him 
choose one for their Christmas. 


At last, when the street lights were burn- 
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ing and the lot was empty of people an 
Danny was very tired and discouraged, Ale 
came. 

“Where are the trees?” he asked, his 
eager eyes searching the lot. 

Danny pointed to a frail little tree with 
thin branches. 

“That’s all that’s left,” he said, but h 
would not look at the tree. He had see 
so “many sturdy ones with thick, gree 
branches that just looking at the little tree 
made him miserable. 

Alec’s face crinkled as if he might cn, 
so Danny had to be brave for both of them 
He squared his shoulders and tried to com 
fort his younger brother. 

“Remember, Dad has no job,” he said 
“We ought to be glad to get this tree.” 

Alec rubbed his eye with a clenched fist 
and Danny said quickly, “We've got decora 
tions left from last year, and the man I work 
for did things to some of his trees that 


looked scrubby. We can do the same things 


to this one. It’ll look better.” 

Alec shook his head and gulped. “How 
can anyone make that little stick into 4 
Christmas tree?” he asked. 

Danny frowned. Deep in his heart he was 
afraid that the tree would never look right 
Still, he had to try! 

“You'll see,” he said stubbornly. “Its 
straight, even if it is scanty.” 

He glanced around the lot. Most of the 
big drums filled with greenery that had been 
stripped from the trees were already loaded 
on the truck to go to the city dump. 

Danny ran to the two drums that were 
still on the ground. He rummaged out long 
branches that were thick with green needles 
He stacked them on Alec’s outstretched 
arms. 

“You'll see,” he repeated. “Our treell 
be O.K.” 
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Christmas 


By Lillie D. Chaffin 


Curisrmas is in the holly wreath 
That decorates our door. 

Christmas is in the packages 

Stacked upon the floor. 


Christmas is in our kitchen, 
All warm with spicy pies, 
And in the guests who return 
Our “Merry Christmas!” cries. 


Christmas is in the candlelight 
And in the tall pine tree. 

But best of all I know Christmas 
Is in the heart of me. 


His breath caught. He was so surprised 
at what had happened when he called the 
spindly tree “‘our tree.” All at once, it be- 
came his friend, and all his life he had done 
everything he could to help his friends show 
the best that was in them. 

“Let’s hurry home, Alec,” he said softly. 
“I can hardly wait to work on our tree.” 

This time when he said “our tree,” his 
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friendly feeling for it swelled. Instead of 
turning his face away, he could look at it 
and smile! 

With careful hands he swung the little 
tree up to his shoulder. On flying feet he 
started for home with Alec puffing after 
him, carrying the evergreen branches. 

The boys took the tree to the basement 

(Please turn to page 37) 
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» shepherds sat close around a 
campfire for warmth. The youngest shep- 
herd was having trouble staying awake. 
During the day he had helped his father 
keep the sheep from straying. He had also 
watched the crowds hurrying toward Beth- 
lehem along the road at the foot of the 
hill. 
Now the travelers slept in the quiet, dark- 
ened city. The youngest shepherd longed to 
sleep, too. But he wanted to prove that he 
could be a good shepherd. In the light cast 


The Youngest 


Shepherd 


BY AYLESA FORSEE 


by the fire, he could see the sheep huddled 
together. Their fleece made a gray carpet on 
the earth. Above them was starshine; around 
them was stillness. 

At the moment, there seemed to be no 
need to stay awake. Yet the youngest shep- 
herd knew that unless he and the other 
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shepherds were watchful, a wild beast might 
steal a lamb. So the youngest shepherd lis- 
tened carefully for any sound that might 
mean danger. 

The shepherds had been talking about 
the need for better grass for their flock and 
about a sheep that had been hurt that day. 
But now they were saying something about 
prophecy. 

“It has been thousands of years,” said one 
of the shepherds, “‘since Isaiah foretold the 
coming of the Messiah.” 

“What is a Messiah?” the youngest shep- 
herd asked his father. 

“The Messiah is the leader whom God 
has promised to send to lead our people,” his 
father answered. 

“A king?” asked the youngest shepherd. 

“A Savior who will lead our people out 
of their troubles,” said his father. 

“Our people have many troubles,” 
thought the youngest shepherd. Only that 
day the shepherds had talked about how un- 
just the taxes were. Romans who ruled over 
the Jews controlled the army and high of- 
fices. Some of the Jews had threatened re- 
bellion. But the shepherds believed better 
things would come, not through fighting but 
through praying and watching that they 
themselves did only the right things. 

The youngest shepherd was thinking 
about the need to watch and pray when a 
great light burst suddenly upon the _hill- 
side. It seemed as if the blackness had been 
pushed aside to let daylight shine through. 
Startled and afraid, the shepherds jumped 
to their feet. 

The youngest shepherd’s father put a 
hand on his shoulder to comfort him. But 
then, another strange thing happened. The 
youngest shepherd thought he heard music 
pouring down from the sky. He shivered 
with fear and excitement. 
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Table Blessing 
By Florence Gresham 


As CHRISTMAS comes again to earth, 
Dear God, I’m thanking You 

For feasts and joys and for the love 
Of friends whose hearts are true. 


Then a voice said, “Be not afraid; for 
behold, I bring you good tidings of great 
joy which shall be to all people: for there 
is born to you this day in the city of David 
a Savior, who is Christ the Lord.” 

The youngest shepherd was not sure he 
had heard aright. Only minutes ago the 
shepherds had been talking about a foretold 
Savior. Now the angel voice said that one 
had been born in the city of David. The 
city of David, he well knew, was another 
name for Bethlehem, where David the King 
had been born long years ago. Could it 
be that Christ, the Lord, had been born in 
the city so near to the hillside? 

The youngest shepherd turned to question 
his father, but before he could speak, the 
angel voice said, ‘And this 7s the sign unto 
you: Ye shall find a babe wrapped in swad- 
dling clothes, and lying in a manger.” 

This sounded like an invitation to go and 
see the babe, thought the youngest shepherd. 
Then he heard not one voice but a whole 
chorus singing: 

“Glory to God in the highest, 

And on earth peace among men in whom 

he is well pleased.” 

The voices faded away. Awed by what 
they had heard, the shepherds stood silent. 
Finally one of them said, “Let us go over 
to Bethlehem and see this thing that has 
happened, which the Lord has made known 
to us.” 

“Yes, yes,” urged the youngest shepherd, 


19 


if 
fi 
\\ 
died 
on 
und 
no 
ef 


By Bartha Smith 


On CHRISTMAS Eve in Finland, 
Far across the sea, 

The children sleep upon a floor 
Of straw because when He, 


The Christ Child, came to Bethlehem, = 


Straw lined His manger bed. 


Now Finnish children, looking up, 
See star shapes overhead 

That glisten on the ceiling— 
Bright paper stars that shine 

In the glowing firelight like 
The star that was a sign. 


forgetting that he was tired and sleepy. 
Then he thought of the sheep. If all the 
shepherds left, a robber or a fox or a wolf 
might come and steal a lamb or kill it. With 
a shepherd, loving care of the sheep always 
comes first. 

The other shepherds had the same doubts 
about going. But one of them reminded the 
others that the angel had said, ‘Ye shall find 
a babe.” Was not that a command? Surely 
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on this long-awaited night no harm could 
come to the sheep. 

The others agreed. In haste they started 
down the hillside. Although the night had 
become black again, a great star lighted 
their way. 

The youngest shepherd had expected that 
when they reached Bethlehem lamps would 
be lighted and crowds of persons would be 

(Please turn to page 34) 
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Mr. Robin's 


White Christmas 


Me. was beautiful, strong bird, 
proud of his ability to fly and hop, but most 
of all, proud of his lovely red breast. 

All the robins were gathered to plan their 
trip south. Mr. Robin was very excited. This 
would be his first long flight. The trip would 
be a long, hard one, but he was nice and 
fat and he knew he could make it. 

After many miles the robins landed for 
food and rest. 

Mr. Robin was so sure of his flying ability 
that he got careless. On the way down he 
struck a tree, injuring his wing. “Oh, well,” 
said Mr. Robin, “after some food and rest 
Tll be as good as new!” So when the robins 
were ready to continue the flight, Mr. 
Robin thought he was ready, too, although 
his wing did bother him. As he flew, the 
wing got worse, and he was forced to drop 
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By Dollina Prowse 


back. Soon it was apparent he had to land 
someplace. He could no longer fly. His wing 
was too stiff and sore. 

He saw trees and a creek. “I'll just drop 
down here and wait,” thought Mr. Robin. 
“At least, I'll have plenty of water. I'll 
rest a while and then go on.” He had been 
well-schooled in the route the robins were to 
take and he was sure that he could catch up 

(Please turn to page 24) 
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When | owshe morning, Ihave ie folk with God 
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I try to bring peace wherever I go. 
I do not let fear, worry, or distrust fill 
my mind; I keep my thoughts filled 
with faith, joy, and courage. 


“I bless you; I love you.” ® | say this 
silently to everyone | like and every- 
one I think I dislike. I know that every- 
one I meet has some blessing for me. 


I believe in God’s good. ® Even if 
things seem unpleasant, I remember 
that only the good is really true, and 
I keep my faith strong that God's good 
will come to me. 


I do as Jesus Christ would have me do. 
I do not doubt or fear. ® I have perfect 
trust in His wisdom and His loving care 
to guide and guard me. 


This is God’s world, and all is well. 
Every new discovery is a new proof of 
God's power and love. There is nothing 
to fear, for God is everywhere present. 


Joy to the world, the Lord is comel 
I see the Christ Spirit in the faces of all 
who join together to celebrate the 
birthday of Jesus. 


I make prayer a part of everything I 
do. ® Because of this, I am filled with 
enthusiasm and energy, ready to greet 


‘the new year with faith and trust. 


RES 


God is my shield and my prote 
I always feel secure and safe in 
love. No matter what else chang 
my life, God never changes. 


I am courteous in everything I do 
say. ® I let God's love shine thro 
me in kind and thoughtful words 
actions. 


God within me is my constant ¢ 


Every choice I make is right, bec | 


through prayer I am guided by 
wisdom. 


All that I need comes from God, 


I am blessed. ® | do not worry or 


about where my good will come fa 


I know that God will keep me aly 
in His loving care. 


God is the life of my body, the 
of my mind. 
“God dwells within me, guides my 


, Through every moment, night 4” 


day. 


I have plenty of time to do whate 
need to do. ® God has an orderly p 


for my life which helps me to do evel 
thing I need to do on time, with 


hurrying. 


Christ is born in me today. ® | 
joice in the age-old story of Je 


birth, and I thank God that His Sp 
is reborn today and every day if! 


life. 


I always expect good to come tom 
If I make a mistake, I remember i 
God loves me and understands 2 


He will help me to do better today. 
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I work with God in whatever I do. 
Even ordinary, everyday work is 
pleasant and rewarding, because God 
helps me to do it. 


I am strong, whole, and well. ® I keep 
my mind filled with good, happy, heal- 
ing thoughts. My body is filled with 
God's life. 


I keep myself in tune with God. ® My 
mind is like a radio. I tune it to the 
ideas of health, strength, and happi- 
ness that God sends forth into all the 
world. 


God is my health. ® I do not fear sick- 
ness or injury, for I know that God 
within me is mighty to keep me well 
or to heal me. 


I think about what is good and true, 
and I am cheerful and happy. ® | do 
not spend my time thinking about 
things that are unpleasant, untrue, or 
unworthy. 


I let Jesus Christ express His love 
through me. ® | co-operate with Him 
by thinking only good, kind, loving 
thoughts. 


I am thankful to God for the joy and 
beauty of Christmas. ® I express the 
gratitude I feel to God for His great 
gift by saying “Thank you” to my fam- 
ily and friends. 


I am unafraid, because my faith in 
God is strong. ® I know that Jesus 
Christ is always at work, bringing 
peace and love to all the world. 


I am not afraid, for God is with me. 
God will never forsake me; His loving 
Presence is always with me. 


God’s good is mine. ® There is plenty 
for me and for all of God's children. 
Through faith, I accept the good that 
God has for me. 


God gives me strength to do whatever 
I need to do. ® If I feel hurried or tired, 
I turn to Him in prayer, and He gives 
me new strength and energy. 


God bless all children with love and 
happiness. ® As Christmas approaches 
I pray for a special blessing for all 
children everywhere, in the name of 
Jesus Christ. 


I am in divine order. ® My ears hear 
only the truth; my mouth speaks only 
the truth; my thinking is clear, because 
God is the ruler of my life. 


I see God’s love everywhere in this 
happy Christmas season. ® | am thank- 
ful that His love keeps me from all 
harm and directs me into paths of 
safety and joy. 


God’s wisdom guides me. ® | begin 
the day by turning to Him in prayer, 
and He guides and directs me in all 
that I do. 


I look forward to the new year joy- 
ously. ® | forgive myself and all others 
the mistakes we have made, and enter 
the new year trusting God to help me. 
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Mr. Robin’s White Christmas 


(Continued from page 21) 


with them after a little rest, food, and 
drink. 

Mr. Robin chose a large oak tree and de- 
cided to stay there for the night. But poor 
Mr. Robin did not get much sleep with his 
sore wing. ; 

Morning came, and he thought, “Maybe 
I'll feel better after I have eaten some big 
fat worms.” So with a great effort he 
dropped to the ground, but to his surprise 
the ground was frozen so hard that he 
could not peck through it to get at the 
worms. 

“What will I do now?” thought Mr. 
Robin. “My wing hurts, and I am hungry.” 

Just then a little sparrow flew down be- 
side him and said, “There is a nice bird 
restaurant just a little way from here. I just 
had my breakfast there. Of course, there 
are no worms, but plenty of nice seeds and 
suet.” 

Mr. Robin thanked the little sparrow and 
flew over to see what this restaurant was 
like. He tried the seeds, but he did not like 
them. He picked at the suet, but he did not 
like that. “I wish,” said Mr. Robin, “I could 
find some worms.” He was so discouraged! 

With great effort he flew back up onto 
the limb of the oak tree, but there was no 
shelter from the cold wind. 

Little Sparrow flew up beside him and 
asked, “Did you go to the bird restaurant, 
Mr. Robin?” 

“Yes,” said Mr. Robin, “but I didn’t 
like the food, and I am so cold and hungry!” 

“Well,” said the little sparrow, “you must 
learn to like that food. It really is quite 


* good. Oh, by the way, where will you sleep 


tonight?” 
“I am staying here,” said Mr. Robin. 
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“How I wish I were with my family, where 
it is nice and warm!” 

“Well,” said the little sparrow, ‘we spar- 
rows roost in a cedar tree in front of that 
big white house. It shelters us from the 
wind. You are very welcome to join us. At 
least, it will keep off the snow. And, unless 
I miss my guess, we shall have snow to 
night. Follow me, and I will take you there. 
I am sure you will find it a much warmer 
place than this oak tree.” 

With some difficulty, Mr. Robin went 
with Little Sparrow. Sure enough, it was not 
so windy and cold among the branches of 
the cedar tree. 

Mr. Robin tried to settle down, but his 
wing hurt and he was hungry and restless. 

Looking across through the branches, he 
could see a big house where people were 
working. As Mr. Robin watched, it looked 
like a very large nest that the people were 
building. They had bundles of hay and some 
small animals and little figures that they 
put in the nest. 

After the people had gone, Mr. Robin, 
being a curious fellow, decided to investi- 
gate that large nest. 

He flew down from the cedar tree, hopped 
across the yard, and flew up onto a branch 
of a tree right above the nest, where he 
could look down into it. The little people 
wore robes. The animals had fur, but right 
in the center of the nest was a little child 
with no covering over him. 

“Oh!” thought Mr. Robin. “If I am so 
cold with all my nice warm feathers, how 
cold must that little one be! What can I do 
to cover him? I know,” said Mr. Robin, “I 
will gather some hay and cover him.” 

He dropped down into the nest and went 
to work. It was hard, for he had to pull 
out each straw and carry it over and lay it 
gently on the little one. It took a long time, 
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but at last the little one was covered, nice 
and warm. 

By the time he finished, it had started to 
ion, but Mr. Robin had worked so hard 
he had forgotten all about his own troubles. 

“Well,” thought Mr. Robin, “I am sure 
that little one will be warm tonight. So 
thinking, he hopped across the yard and flew 
up into the cedar tree. 

He felt very tired, but for the first time 
since he injured his wing, he slept soundly. 

Morning came, and Mr. Robin was awak- 
ened by the cheery chirping of Little Sparrow 
saying, “Merry white Christmas to you all!” 

Looking through the branches, Mr. Robin 
saw a completely white world. He stood up 
and stretched. “Funny,” thought he, ‘my 
wing doesn’t pain me. I will join Little 
Sparrow at the bird restaurant.” It was much 
easier now to get down from the cedar tree. 
Hopping under the fence, he went to the 
bird restaurant. Many birds were gathered 
there and they all greeted him. He felt 
much happier, and the food really tasted 


good. 


see how the little one had fared through the 
night. He flew up on the tree branch over 
the crib and looked into the large nest. The 
little one was covered just as Mr. Robin 
had left him, but all around him there 
seemed to be a beautiful light which reached 
tight up to Mr. Robin. 

Mr. Robin did not know that the little 
one he had covered was an image of the 
Christ Child. 

As Mr. Robin sat on the branch above the 
crib, he suddenly felt like singing. Lifting 
his head toward the sky, he sang as he had 
never sung before. Then, flapping his wings, 
he flew high into the sky and on to join his 
family. 

“Merry Christmas to you all!’ he called. 
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After eating all he wanted, he decided to — 


FOR A MERRY CHRISTMAS 
GIVE THESE UNITY BOOKS 
FOR CHILDREN 


SPECIAL GIFT PRICES: 
$2 for the first book ordered 
$1.50 for each additional book on 
the same order 


BARKY AND HIS FRIENDS 
BARKY’S NEW HOME 


Two books in lilting rhymed prose 
telling the adventures of a puppy. 
Illustrated with charming animal 
drawings. Large-sized. $2 each. 


JET’S ADVENTURES 
JET AND THE NEW COUNTRY 
JET’S CHOICE 

Three exciting books about life in 
pioneer days, with Jet and his sister 
finding many thrilling adventures. 
Illustrated. $2 each. 


ADVENTURES OF THE SEVEN 
SPARTANS 
Fascinating stories about the members 
of a children’s club. Unusual silhou- 
ette drawings. $2. 


THE STORY OF JESUS 
Bible stories from the New Testa- 
ment, prepared from the Truth view- 
point. Illustrated. $2. 


THANK YOU, GOD 
Prayers, poems, and faith stories for 
younger children. Large-sized with 
many pictures in full color. $2. 


TEACH ME TO PRAY 
A prayer story and affirmation for 
each day of the month. Large-sized; 
full-color illustrations. $2. 


PRACTICAL CHRISTIANITY 
FOR YOU 
What teen-agers want to know about 
God and faith in daily living. $2. 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
LEE’'S SUMMIT. MISSOURI 
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q What Christmas Means 
BY SHARON MAY REAGAN (12 years) 


a What does Christmas really mean, 
A toy, a book, a doll? 
No, that’s not what Christmas means, 
_No, not at all! 


It means that once long, long ago, 
Before you or I were born, 

There came a little Holy Child, 
That very first Christmas morn. 


It means that a brightly shining star, 

‘ Led shepherds and Wise Men from afar. 

It means that there was peace on earth, 
That Christmas Day, of Jesus’ birth. 


A December Night 
BY LINDA LEE MAGER (12 years) 


9 The trees are crusted white with snow. 
Where the leaves have gone I do not know. 
A snowy white blanket covers the ground, 
Churches, and houses—all of the town. 
Gentle winds are blowing; the evergreens 
sigh; 
The stars twinkle brightly in a clear blue 
sky. 
a Then comes the dawn, a beautiful sight! 
With golden and purple and rosy red light. 
All is calm, all is serene. 
§ A beautiful night I have seen, 
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And through the years I'll always remember 
That wonderful night in the month of 
December. 


Christmas Dream 
BY KATHY LOU WANSON (10 years) 


I dreamed I was a small pine tree. 
The big pines all made fun of me, 
But I just kept on with my play, 

For summer breezes made me gay. 

The days grew cold, the snow blew free. 
One winter night some boys took me, 
And then I was a Christmas tree! 


Christmas Carols 
BY BILLY DEAN BRIDGES (10 years) 


When I am in bed and the light is out 
And the covers are all tucked in neat, 

Sometimes the Christmas carolers come 
Singing down our street. 


When they go on, still singing, 
I close my eyes and pray 
That every child in every land 
May hear those songs some day. 


They stop in front of my house 
And sing “Peace on earth, Good will to 
men,” 
“The First Noel,” and “Silent Night,” and 


“O Little Town of Bethlehem.” 
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The Good Shepherd 
BY MARY MARGARET TRAPP (11 years) 


The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want. 

The devil my soul shall never haunt. 

Oh, the fields of my life are the fields of my 
love. 

The Lord is my shepherd from heaven 
above. 

When one of His flock has wandered astray, 

He leaves the fold to show it the way. 

Christ is the shepherd who guides His sheep, 

O’er meadows and rivers deep. 

The devil my soul will never haunt; 

The Lord is my shepherd, I shall not want. 


Winter 
BY LINDA McLEAN (11 years) 


Winter is coming cold and clear; 
Bells are ringing in your ear. 
Sleigh bells ringing, 

Children singing, 

Wintertime will soon be here! 


Editor’s Note 


What to send us for these pages: Your own 
stories and . Please do not copy. 

When to send to: hie least four months before 
the number it is to be used in. If your poem 
or story is for May, you may send it now. 

How to nospere it: Write plainly. Give your 
name, address, and age. Enclose a note from 
a parent or teacher assuring us that the work 
is your own, not copied. Stories should not 
be longer than 200 words. 

Where to send it: Address your letter to Wee 
Wisdom Writers’ Guild, Lee's Summit, Mo. 

Who can have his work Fae Any reader 
under thirteen years 0: who has not had 
his work published on these pages within a 
year. 

We regret that we cannot return unused con- 
tributions. 

We regret that “The Woodpecker,” sent in 
by Barbara Kay Cunningham and published in 
September WEE WISDOM under her name, 
was written by Elizabeth Madox Roberts and 
appeared in Volume I of Child Craft. 
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| Know I'm Not Afraid 
BY CAROL SUMNER (8 years) 


When walking all alone, 
I know I’m not afraid, 
Because I trust in Jesus 
Everywhere I go. 


I know He'll guide me here; 

I know He'll guide me there; 
I know He'll guide me 
Everywhere I have to go. 


Wanderlust 
BY GERRIE WALKER (12 years) 


As I watched the restless waves go by 
And saw the ocean foam, 

As I felt the salt spray in my eyes 
I knew I had to roam. 


When the soft, refreshing breeze blew by 
And the sand lay on the shore, 

I felt the desire grow in my heart— 
I'll travel forevermore! 


The Violin 
BY ANN CLARK (9 years) 


My name is Ann, and I wish I'd never begun 
To play the violin. 

Because the neighbors can’t stand the noise, 
Out of my house or in! 


And my, oh me! 

Up and down the string of D, 

All I do, all day long, 

Is sit around and play the same old song! 


School 
BY STEVEN PAUL KRAUSS (5 years) 


I like school; I think it’s fun. 
We learn to follow the rule, 
And work and play with everyone. 
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The Mystery of the Red Box 


(Continued from page 13) 


ran downstairs with the box. What could be 
in it? It was not very heavy and it did not 
rattle a bit. 

Daddy looked up from his paper and 
Mother from her sewing as Cathy and Dave 
came down the stairs. 

“I thought you two were in bed,” Daddy 
began, and then stopped short in surprise. 
“The red box!” he exclaimed. “Where in 
the world did you find it?” 

They explained about the noises, and the 
attic, and how they wanted to find out for 
themselves what was making the spooky 
noises. 

“You should have told us,” Mother said. 

“We didn’t want to worry you,” Dave 
answered. 

Daddy laughed ruefully. “Well, that’s a 


‘joke on your mother and me. We heard 


those stories about the house’s being 


haunted, but we didn’t say anything because 


we didn’t want to worry you!” 

“We didn’t really believe it was haunted,” 
Cathy said. “That is, Dave never did. I 
did—just for a little while, maybe.” 

“Let’s open the box!” Dave said eagerly. 

“Yes,” said Cathy, “I can’t wait a minute 
longer. Do you want to unlock it, Daddy?” 

“No, it belongs to you and Dave, and 
you found it.” 

“Dave should do it then—he was brav- 
est,” Cathy said. 

“No,” Dave said, “you were real brave, 
too, for a girl, and you found the key.” 

So Cathy put the little key in the lock, 
gently turned it, and lifted back the lid. For 
a moment no one said anything as they 
looked at the contents of the box. 

“Oh,” Cathy said disappointedly, ‘‘there’s 
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nothing in it but letters and these two little 
books.” 

Daddy took out the two small books. 
Both were worn and battered and losing 
their binding. He thumbed through the 
letters. 

“Maybe there are some valuable stamps,” 
Dave said softly. 

“Most of the letters don’t even have en- 
velopes,” Cathy replied. “Those things 
might be rich in memory, but they won't 
make us rich in fact, like Grandmother said 
they would.” 

Mother patted her shoulder. ‘Don’t be 
too disappointed,” she said. ‘““You know we 
knew there couldn’t be money or jewels in 
the box.” 

Just then, Daddy looked up. “Don’t be 
too sure these things aren’t just as valuable 
as money or jewels,” he said. ‘““They meant 
a lot to your grandmother, and she knew 
what they would mean to you. Cathy, Dave, 
these things belonged to your great-grand- 
father, who fought in the Civil War. This 


. is the little pocket-sized New Testament he 


carried. This other book is the diary, which 
he kept every day of his army service. And 
these are letters he wrote and received.” 

“They're a hundred years old then,” Dave 
said reverently. “We talked at school about 
how we're commemorating the hundreth an- 
niversary of the Civil War right now.” 

“But how can they be valuable?” Cathy 
asked. 

“Because they are important to_histori- 
ans,” Daddy said. “People are searching all 
the time for just such records as these. A 
publisher might pay a great deal of money 
to put them into a book, especially since 
this letter is included.” 

He held up a single sheet of yellowed 
paper. “This is a letter commending your 
great-grandfather for courage in rescuing a 
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Music by Ruth L. Huneycutt 


wounded comrade on the battlefield. And 
look who wrote and signed it.” 

Cathy and Dave crowded close, and Dave 
read the signature. “A. Lincoln—it’s from 
President Lincoln!” 

“Oh,” Cathy said, “seeing this makes me 
feel rich, even if we never get any money 
for the things.” 

“That's true, Cathy,” said Daddy, “but I 
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think you and Dave will certainly get enough 
out of them to send you both to college. 
And these things should be published, too, 
for they will add a little more to the record 
of what we know about our country in times 


past. 

“Great-grandfather would want them to 
be printed, and so would Grandmother 
Blair,” added Dave. 
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gh When they had all looked at the letters “We'd better give the spook some credit, 
ge. and the little Testament and the diary with | too—or the squirrels, I guess I should say,” 
oo, | its fine, spidery writing, Daddy carefully Dave put in. 


rd laid the things back in the box and closed “That's right!” Cathy declared. “If it 
it again. “To think of its being up there hadn't been for those spooky noises that al- 
under the attic floor all these years!” he most scared me out of my skin, we might 
tc said. “We might never have found it if it never have solved the mystery of the red 
hadn’t been for you children.” box!” 

“Calico helped,” Cathy said quickly. — The End — 
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CHRISTMAS STAR WEB WORD 


PUZZLE 


BY ELAINE E. RUNYON 


Answers on Inside Back Cover 


Start with the ten-letter word and fill in 
the blanks with the proper words so that 
they cross in the right places: 


10-letter word 
Hallelujah. 
9-letter word 
Bethlehem. 
8-letter word 


Shepherd. 
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6-letter words 
Joseph. 
Manger. 
5-letter words 
Angel. 

Jesus. 

Tread. 


4-letter words 
Born. 
Holy. 
Lays. 
Give. 
Lull. 
Star. 


3-letter words 
Awe. 


2-letter word 
So. 
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CHRISTMAS ARITHMETIC 
BY DOROTHY DUNSTEDTER CHUNN 


Two dozen little snowflakes 
Were whirling through the air. 
One December moon was shining, 
One star shone bright and clear. 


Two little girls were sleeping; 
Each had one lovely dream. 

Two little boys were peeking, 
Not wanting to be seen. 


Two parents trimmed one tree 
With balls and lights galore. 
Their number? Just as many 
As make four times four. 


Add six reindeer and their hoofs, 
One great, wide, heaped-up sled, 

And one old, jolly Santa Claus 
With a nose so very red. 


Now tell me if you can, my dears, 
What the total would have been 

If you’d stopped by to count these 
On this happy Christmas scene? 


SCRAMBLED CHRISTMAS 
WORDS 


BY ELAINE E. RUNYON 


See if you can read the following story 
using scrambled Christmas words. You must 
rearrange the letters in the italicized words 
so that they each will make a Christmas 
word. Then you can read the short story: 

Early Christmas morning, the children 
tan to see the eter. It was decorated with 
bright ghlits, llebs, and snitle, and it had a 
risa on the top. They looked to see what 
aant$ had brought them. They opened their 
sgnikctos and found small ¢figs. Under the 
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eter was a pretty /lod, a abi] and a big keib. 
The children called to all their friends, 
“RREMY MASRHCIST and PPY AH ENW 
EAYR!” 


CHRISTMAS CAROL GUESSING 
GAME 


BY ELAINE E. RUNYON 


Let’s see how well you really know the 
Christmas carols that boys and girls sing 
most often at Christmas time. Below are 
parts of lines from well-known Christmas 
carols. Can you guess the names of the 
carols? 

1. “All is calm, all is bright.” 

2. “The little Lord Jesus, asleep on the 

hay.” 

3. “Born the King of angels; O come, let 

us adore Him.” 
4. “Down thro’ the chimney with good 
Saint Nick.” 

5. “In fields where they lay keeping their 
sheep.” 

6. “Oh! what fun it is to ride in a one- 
horse open sleigh!” 

7. “You would even say it glows.” 

8. “He’s making a list and checking it 


twice.” 
9. “Don we now our gay apparel, Fa la la 
Ja la la la.” 
10. “And heav’n and heav’n and nature 
sing.” 


You can play the game at your Christmas 
parties by giving each child a piece of paper 
and a pencil. Then play one line or section 
of the above Christmas carols on the piano 
or sing it, and have each child guess the 
name of each tune and write it on his paper. 
The one getting the most titles correct wins. 
You can use parts of other favorite carols 
for this game, too. 
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BY MARY K. BARRON 


Peanut Butterscotch Candies 


1 cup (6 oz. pkg.) butterscotch morsels 
cup peanut butter 

3 cups dry rice breakfast cereal 

¥4 cup chopped, pitted dates 


Melt the butterscotch morsels and peanut 
butter in the top of a double boiler, stir 
until blended, and remove from heat. Add 
the rice cereal and dates, stir until well- 
coated with the butterscotch mixture, and 
press into a buttered 9x9 cake pan. Cool. 
This recipe will make about thirty-six 11/- 
inch squares. 

For a different flavored confection, sub- 
stitute one cup flaked coconut or one-half 
cup miniature marshmallows for the dates. 


The Youngest Shepherd 


(Continued from page 20) 


hurrying toward the place where the angel 
had said they would find the babe. But the 
streets lay dark and deserted. 

The youngest shepherd realized that the 
people of the city had been asleep in their 
houses at the time the shepherds had been 
awake and watchful. But the light had been 
very bright, the music loud. Why hadn't 
they awakened? Could it be possible that 
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only the shepherds had seen the light and 
heard the message? 

The other shepherds, too, marveled that 
this news should have come to them instead 
of to the high priests or the King. They 
did not know that they had received God's 
message because their hearts were pure. 
Perhaps they had made a habit of protecting 
their thoughts from evil as watchfully as 
they had protected their sheep. Humble and 
faithful, they had been ready to listen, then 
to leave all and go to Bethlehem to honor 
the Christ child. 

The voice of Truth could have been as 
readily heard by those who slept in their 
houses in Bethlehem as by the shepherds. 
But selfishness, greed, and rivalry had made 
them less watchful and receptive. 

The youngest shepherd wondered how 
they would find the place where the Savior 
lay. But now the shepherds saw that the 
huge bright star seemed to be guiding them. 

As they hurried toward Bethlehem, the 
youngest shepherd kept thinking about the 
words the chorus of angels had sung. What 
was glory to God? He decided it meant that 
we must be glad and thankful for God's 
goodness. 

When the shepherds reached the place 
over which the star shone most brightly, they 
found only a stable. 

“This is only a stable,” one of them said. 
“How could a king be born in a stable?” 

“The voice from heaven spoke of a babe 
lying in a manger,” another shepherd re 
minded him gently. 

Just then the door opened, and a man ap 
peared with a lamp in his hand. The flame 
cast an uneven light, but the young shep 
herd saw the kindness shining forth from 
the man’s dark eyes. 

“Has a child been born this night?” asked 
one of the shepherds. 
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The man, who said his name was Joseph, 
nodded and invited them to come inside. At 
first the youngest shepherd saw no baby. In- 
stead he saw a woman resting on the straw 
and a donkey that flicked its ears. Then, in 
a light greater than that cast by the lamp, 
he saw the manger. 

There, just as the angel had said, lay the 
infant. When his father knelt before the 
manger, the youngest shepherd knelt be- 
side him. Because of the good feeling he 
had within him, he knew that this was in- 
deed the One who would become the Savior 
of the world. He breathed a silent prayer of 
thanksgiving for this wonderful gift from 
God to man. 

The shepherds told Mary and Joseph how 
they had learned of the birth of the Holy 
Child. Later, as they left the strawstrewn 
stable, the youngest shepherd stood taller 
and much straighter. He would always be 
better and far wiser for having seen the 
Christ Child. 

The youngest shepherd would always re- 
member the starry silence, the dazzling 
light, the angelic chorus of this night. But 
he knew that even without a chorus of 
angels, he could always hear God's voice 
if he turned away from wrong thoughts and 
became still. 

We, too, can hear that voice. At Christ- 
mas we look back to the night when the in- 
fant Jesus was born. But we also look for- 
ward. Having the Christ Truth always with 
us is even more wonderful than was the 
birth of the babe. This Truth is to be lived 
and loved every day. As did the youngest 
shepherd, we must watch, pray, and give 
thanks for this great gift. If our thoughts 
are pure, our hearts will echo the song the 
youngest shepherd heard: 


“Glory to God in the highest 
And on earth peace among men.” 
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The star shone brightly 
re wee desus lay 

hile Mary watched over 
is bed in the hay. 
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Timmy Tibe and Santa 


(Continued from page 6) 


sees his cake is gone?” 

“He will say, ‘Give it to them,’ like he 
always says!” and Timmy Tibe danced 
around the table. His mother laughed. 

“What about Fred and Sue and Freda,” 
she began, “and Conchita and Ladmo and 
Lars and Niccolo and Martha and Jo?” 

“Oh, they will be all right. Do you know 
what I have done? I have asked Santa Claus 
to remember them all real well at Christmas. 
And I know he will. He always does,” he 
ended happily as he took the cake from the 
table. 


36 


“And, Timmy, what did you ask Santa 
to bring you?” 

Timmy stopped and looked up in sur- 
prise. 

“Why, Mother,—I guess I forgot to ask 
Santa for one single thing for myself! I 
was too busy thinking of the others. Oh, 
well, they will all let me play with their 
things!” 

If you could have seen Santa Claus sitting 
there in the window and listening, all ears, 
you would have seen the glistening of tears, 
for Santa Claus was no little bit ashamed! 

“Well—I never!”’ he thought. “‘Is that one 
whizz-a-ma-roo-doo on me! Won't Mrs. 
Santa be surprised? On second thought, 
will she? I don’t believe she will. She sus 
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pected something! All the elves and brown- 
ies and snowfairies are going to have to 
work hard now. Won't they be happy when 
they see all the things I am going to take to 
Timmy Tibe and the other boys and girls 
like him? These children are my very best 
helpers, because they keep the Christmas 
spirit living. Without them, there could be 
no Christmas!” 

And Santa Claus turned Blitzen around, 
right there in the window, and buttoning up 
his warm red coat, he flew back home with 
a happy smile. 


The Christmas Tree No One 
Wanted 


(Continued from page 17) 


and worked on it until long after their bed- 
time. But since it was Christmas Eve, their 
parents did not call them. 

Danny filled a bucket with wet sand, 
and thrust the tree deep into the sand so it 
could soak up water and get fresh and crisp. 
He found some wire and began binding the 
greenery along the branches to make them 
look thick and luxurious. 

When he had finished four branches, 
Alec cried, “Let me help. Our tree will be 
0.K.” 
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Danny grinned. It was the first time Alec 
had said “our tree.” The tone of his voice 
and the look on his face told Danny that his 
brother, too, had begun to like the tree and 
take pride in it. 

When all the branches had been wired 
in place, the tree was as beautiful as any on 
the lot had been. 

The boys unpacked last year’s decorations 
with eager hands. 

“T love this tree!’ Alec said as he fastened 
a star on its top. “It’s the best we ever had!” 

“TI loved it the minute I saw that we could 
change it from a sad little tree into a glad 
little tree!” Danny said. 

Alec nodded. “Mother says everything 
needs to be loved.” 

Mrs. Sloan ended the story of the Christ- 
mas tree that no one wanted, and her eyes 
questioned Coralee. - 

“Thank you, Auntie,” Coralee said. 
Aimée’s parents must have loved her very 
much to give her the beautiful French name 
that means ‘beloved’; but she needs to 
know that someone still loves her. When 
Red and I pack our candy and cookies for 
our other friends, we'll pack a box for her. 
We'll deliver hers first so she'll see all the 
others and know that we are giving her a 
Christmas present because we love her and 
not because we’re sorry for her.” 


UNITY SCHOOL OF CHRISTIANITY 
I inclose $2 to send WEE WISDOM for one year to: 
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Dear Boosters: 

Merry Christmas! 

Christmas is a wonderful time of holly 
and mistletoe, evergreen trees decorated 
with glowing lights, beautiful toys in the 
store windows, carols being sung by happy 
children, and over all, the feeling of the 
wonder of the birth of the baby Jesus. 

Christmas is more than candlelight and 
song and the giving of gifts. Christmas is 
joy. Christmas is peace. Christmas is love. 
Wouldn’t it be truly wonderful to have the 
spirit of Christmas all twelve months of the 
year, and not just during December! We 


s 


can have Christmas all year long if we try 
to fill every day with the love that makes 
Christmastime so beautiful. Do your best to 
find the real joy and glory of Christmas this 
year. You can do it by being kind, loving, 
and friendly to every one you meet. 

If you are not already a member and 
would like to join our club and learn more 
about the Booster way of finding the true 
spirit of Christmas, write to Barbara Benson, 
Wee Wispom, Lee’s Summit, Missouri, and 
ask for an application blank. 

Lovingly, 
BARBARA BENSON, Secretary 


Dear Barbara: 1 liked the poem “The 
Heart’s Garden” and I am having fun work- 
ing on my thought garden. I have planted 
my “garden” and have been keeping the 
“weeds” pulled out of it. I try to say only 
kind words. I watch what I think each min- 
ute of the day. I haven’t said a bad word 
since I became a member of the Good 
Words Booster Club. I am going to do as 
the poem says and “plant loving seed 
thoughts so thick in a row that there will not 
be room for weed thoughts to grow.” 
—THOMAS 


= We are pleased that you enjoyed our 
thought-garden project. The thoughts that 
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we think are the seeds that we sow in our 
thought gardens. “Every kind, loving 
thought bears a kind loving deed; while a 
thought that is selfish is just like a weed.” 
No one wants weeds in a garden. No 
Booster wants selfish thoughts in his heart. 
A good Booster is so busy being kind and 
loving in all that he thinks, says, and does 
that he has no room in his thoughts for 
selfishness. You have done well, Thomas. 


Dear Barbara: 1 have finished my Magic 
Month chart. It has helped me to be happy 
every day. When the month was over I 
found that I had done a good deed every day 
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except two, so I have only two ugly black 
squares on my chart. I] am going to play 
the game again and have a perfect month 
this time. —MARY (Canada) 


s Many Boosters have told us how much 
fun they had playing the Magic-Month 
game. To play the game you do a good 
deed every day for a month and write what 
you have done each day on a special chart. 
If you should fail, you must color a space 
black. The object of the game is to have a 
perfect month with no black squares. 

We think that you did very well with the 
game, Mary. We are pleased to know that 
you want to do even better and are going 
to try again. We are reminded of the verse: 

“Good, better, best! 

T'll never let it rest, 
’Till my good is better 
And my better best.” 


Dear Barbara: One time when I was giving 


my dog a walk, I walked too far and got 
lost. Then I prayed and asked God to help 
me find my way home. I got home O.K., and 
I thanked God for helping me. —BOBBY 


« Thank you for telling us how praying 
helped you, Bobby. We are especially 
pleased to know that you remembered to 


ask God to help you and to thank Him. 


Dear Barbara: 1 would like very much to be- 
come a Booster. Your letters and those from 
other Boosters that I read in my WEE Wis- 
DOM every month make me want to be a 
Booster, too. I can’t seem to keep my tem- 
per down. I believe the Good Words Booster 
Club will help me to do this. .—BRENDA 


« We welcome you to the Good Words 
Booster Club, Brenda. Thousands of boys 
and girls have learned to control their tem- 
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per by keeping the club promise that begins: 
"I pledge myself to try to think, say, and 
do only that which is loving, joyous, happy, 
truthful, kind, cheerful, encouraging, and 
helpful.” We cannot be loving, joyous, 
happy, cheerful, and helpful if we are 
angry. So remember to keep the club pledge 
and we are sure you will be a happy Booster. 


Dear Barbara: \ want to tell you how much 
I enjoy my WEE Wispom. I read “My Daily 
Word with God” each morning. I know that 
God helps me all day long. I especially like 
the stamp collectors page. I collect stamps 
and this page helps me. I also like the cook- 
ing page because I collect recipes too. 
—ELYSE 


= Thank you, Elyse. We are glad that you 
like Wee WispoM. We are constantly try- 
ing to make it the best magazine it is possible 
to produce. It pleases us to know that our 
Boosters are using and enjoying the ideas 
we select for each issue. 


Dear Barbara: | am a new Booster. I would 
like to know how you hear God answering 
your prayers. —MERVIN 


= When we pray, we talk to God. When we 
talk with someone, we pause and listen 
for their answer. When we talk to God, 
we must be still and listen for His answer. 
We do not hear spoken words when God 
tells us what to do. God speaks to us through 
our minds by means of thoughts. 

If you need help and do not know what 
to do, get real still and ask God to help 
you. God is your help in every need, 
Mervin. If you are very quiet and really 
listen, you will think of the right thing to 
do, or perhaps some person will say some- 
thing that shows you what you should do. 
These are two of the many ways God an- 
swers you. 
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CANDY DOLL 


BY LUCY HAMILTON 


A CANDY DOLL will be both fun to make 
and fun to empty this Christmas. You may 
want to make several for decorations. 

Make a pattern like the illustration (914 
by 714 inches) ; pin it on a double thickness 
of net or other thin material, and cut out. 
Overcast edges together with bright-red 
yarn, leaving the top of head open. Fill 
the body with hard candy. Tie at the neck 
with red ribbon or yarn, making a bow in 
the front. 
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On white cardboard, draw a circle 214 
inches in diameter. With black crayon or 
ink, draw the face. Place the circle inside 
the opening above the neck. Gather the ma- 
terial at the top of the head and tie with red 
ribbon or yarn. A loop of the ribbon or 
yarn may be tied through the top so the doll 
can be hung on the Christmas tree. 


A SURPRISE FOR SANTA 


BY LORENA FLEISSIG 


G ETTING ready for Santa’s visit is special 
fun when you make your own stocking. Get 
a clean fresh sack and draw a nice big sock 
on the front of it. Decorate it with pictures 
cut from last year’s Christmas cards—snow- 
flakes, stars, deer, and so forth. 

If the greeting card is quite large, put 
your stocking pattern on it and trace around 
it. Cut it out carefully and paste it to the 
sack. Some stores sell new sacks in pastel 


colors now and they look pretty when deco- 
rated. 

When you have finished your stocking, 
put your name on it so Santa will know 
whose it is. And be sure to open up the sack 
and place it where Santa can see it! 
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POP-UP GREETING CARDS 


BY VIRGINIA APPELT 


a YOU enjoy making your own Christmas 
cards, you will like making these pop-ups. 
They are easy to make and can change a 
plain card into something special. 

Make a folded card of construction paper. 
Cut out a Santa Claus for your pop-up, 
making it no larger than the size of the 
folded card. Fold the pop-up in half, length- 
wise, then cut a slit along the fold, starting 
at the bottom and cutting up to about a 
third of the length. Now make two creases 
at the bottom of the pop-up (see dotted 
lines), folding from the end of the slit at 
an upward angle to the edge of the pop-up. 
The slit and these two creases will make a 
“Y” shape. The creases must bend in the 
opposite directions to the center fold. Next, 
glue the pop-up to the inside of the card, 
lining up the center fold of the pop-up with 
the fold of the card (these two pieces will 
be bending in opposite directions), and the 
bottom tip of the pop-up will be in about 
the center of the card. Glue only the lower. 
parts of the pop-up below the creases. When 
finished, the pop-ups will fold up as the 
card is closed, and pop out when the card 
is opened. 

You can cut Santas and Christmas trees 
from old cards and make them into pop-ups 
to put inside new cards. You can even 
fasten pop-ups inside your letters to surprise 
and delight your friends. 
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CONES FOR CHRISTMAS 


BY MARGARET SCHUMACHER 


Te PINE cone’s shape reminds us of a 
Christmas tree. While tramping or camping 
in the summer woods, collect and save cones 
for making ornaments and favors next 
Christmas. 

On the tips of several of the cone’s scales, 
Squeeze a bit of glitter—the kind that comes 
in handy tubes and in many colors. Before 
the glitter dries, decorate the tips with beads 
saved from broken costume jewelry, pretty 
buttons, tiny seashells, or whatever small 
ornaments you choose. The glitter will act 
as glue to hold the decorations in place. 


Top the cone with a star sticker and you 
will have a sparkling miniature tree, ap- 
propriate not only at Christmas time but as 
an attractive, year-round ornament. 


Thank You, Father 
By Rae Cross 


Eacn NEW morning I give thanks 
For another happy day, 

And for the good, I know, 

That’s sure to come my way. 


I never go to bed at night 

Until I’ve said a prayer, 

And thanked my heavenly Father 
For His love and for His care. 
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L UKE TELLS us that when Jesus began His 
ministry, “he entered, as his custom was, into 
the synagogue on the sabbath day, and stood 
up to read.” Probably He read from leather 
scrolls containing the sacred writings of 
the Jews. In 1947, eight such scrolls were 
found in a cave near the Dead Sea in Pal- 
estine, and these are the oldest copies we 
have of the writings that now make up our 
Bible. 

For centuries copies of the Bible were 
reproduced by hand, until the invention of 
printing from movable type, in 1400. In 
1452 Johannes Gutenberg of Germany 
printed the first book of the Bible, in the 
town Mainz. Shown above is the stamp is- 
sued by the United States in 1952 to com- 
memorate the five hundredth anniversary of 
Gutenberg’s great accomplishment. 

We thought you would like to know about 
this “Bible stamp” this year, because 1961 
is an important year in Bible history. 


The early printed copies of the Bible con- 
tained the translations of various writers. 
In the early part of the seventeenth century 
the clergymen of England asked King 
James I to have a new translation made. The 
fifty-four scholars he appointed to the task 
completed the famous “King James Ver- 
sion” in 1611, so this is the three-hundred- 
and-fiftieth anniversary of one of our most 
famous Bibles. 

This year, 1961, is also the sixtieth an- 
niversary of the American Standard Ver- 
sion of the Bible, which is the version that 
Unity School uses in all its magazines and 
books. 

New translations of the Bible, or parts 
of it, still appear, at the rate of more than 
one a month! The Bible, or at least one book 
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TO YOUNG PEQPLE EVERYWHERE 


PROGRESS is the magazine that is published especially for 
teen-agers, just as WEE WISDOM is published especially for 
you. It presents exciting stories, timely articles about the things 
teen-agers are interested in, photographs, and many feature 
departments. 

One feature that is especially well-liked is ‘“‘Let’s Talk about 
Your Problem,” by Kay Sweaney. Teen-agers can write to this 
department and get answers to their own personal questions 
about dating, schoolwork, family life, and other subjects. 

PROGRESS goes to young people of high school and college 
age all over the world, to help and to entertain. One reader says: 
“I have been getting PROGRESS for two years and think it is 
better than ever. When I took it to school the kids went wild 
over it. PROGRESS always keeps up with the times, yet offers 
age-old truths in a way that we can understand and use in our 
daily lives.” 

PROGRESS is in popular digest size and is priced at $2 for 
a year’s subscription; additional subscriptions, only $1.50. Order 
Christmas gift subscriptions for your teen-age friends today! 


PROGRESS 
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of it, has been translated into more than 
eleven hundred languages. Even in our 
language, new versions are frequently pub- 
lished, because the English language is 
changing from year to year and more and 
more is being learned about the Bible all 
the time. 

One writer says that the Bible has had 
“the most dramatic career of any book in 
the world.”’ Certainly it is still, and probably 


Answers to Puzzles 
Christmas Arithmetic 
Eighty-Four. 


Scrambled Christmas Words 

Tree, lights, bells, tinsel, star, Santa, stockings, 
gifts, doll, ball, bike, Merry, Christmas, Happy, 
New, Year. 


will always be, the world’s “best seller” 
among all books. Someone has estimated 
that copies of the Bible are now being dis- 
tributed, all over the world, at the rate of 
forty-seven copies every minute of every 
hour, day and night! 


Christmas Carol Guessin g Game 


1. Silent Night. 2. Away in a Manger. 3. O Come, 
All Ye Faithful. 4. Up on the House-Top. 5. The 
First Noel. 6. Jingle Bells. 7. Rudolph, The Red- 
Nosed Reindeer. 8. Santa Claus Is Coming to 
Town. 9. Deck the Hall. 10. Joy to the World. 
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Don’t you think I make a pretty Christmas tree orna- 
ment? I have a red bell that stands in for me when I have | 
work to do, but I think I’m more unusual, don’t you? 


WEE WISDOM has a sort of delayed Christmas pres- 
ent for you—one that many WEE WISDOM readers have 
asked for. You won’t get it until you receive your January 
number of WEE WISDOM, but I know you'll like it. It’s 
a brand new “Jet” serial, about a member of the Stockwell 
family and her life on the western frontier. 


a If you have read the “Jet” books, by Bula Hahn, you 
4 will want to read the ‘new serial which takes up where the 
4 book Jet’s Choice leaves off. And if you haven’t read the 


“Jet” books, you'll find this serial gives you a perfect 
chance to meet the Stockwells and enjoy exciting pioneer 
adventures with them. The new serial is called “Jet’s 
Sister,” and it begins in a stagecoach bumping across the 


prairies. 

January WEE WISDOM will also bring you a fascinat- 
ing story called “The Big Secret,” by Elizabeth A. Szabo, 
and “Brier Patch,” by Frances M. Warren, the story of a 


boy and his new-year resolutions. 


Many more good stories and fun-to-do features are 
scheduled for January WEE WISDOM, so don’t miss it. 
And remember, you can still give WEE WISDOM to some 
special friend as a Christmas gift. It is $2 a year for the 
first subscription, only $1.50 for each additional one on 


the same order. 


So long for now. See you next month with more WEE 
WISDOM news! 


Arthur 
(His Mark) 
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